- Lydia, with a stubborn pursing of the
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CHAPTER XXHI—Continued.
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“And I'm not so sure of that,” sald

ahe, sagely. “It isn't the way with
meon. It may not have been love that
he falt for the physical Yvonne, but it
wasn't Matilde that he held in his
arms. You can't get around that, nor
can he. Matilde's soul and Yvonne's
body are quite two different—"

“Gad, you are analyzing things!" he
sxclaimed In amazement.

“But all this is neither here nor
there,” she sald, flushing. “The point
is this: we are going away tomorrow,
for heaven knows how long—you and
I, my mother and your father. We
are going to Vienna and in St. Ste
phen's cathedral—where your father
and mother were married with poor
lttle Therese as one of the witnesses—
in Bt. Stephen's we are to be married,
She will not be thers, Bhe s not asked
to come with us. She i3 barred ‘out.
Isn’t it the refinement of—cruelty 1

“Cruelty, Lydia? I'd hardly call it
that. It's the order of destiny, or |
something of the sort. She gambled
with fate and lost out. She's & good
loser. 8She hasn't squealed once.”

"Squealed? I hate that word"™

“l bate squealer worse” sald he.
“But serlously, It knocks me all out
whenayer I think of her. 1've hes!
tated About speaking to father, dear.
You see, I'm in rather a delicate posi
tion, Bix weeks ago 1 was madly In
fatuated with Yvonne. I don't deny
It—and he knows all about it. Gad,
I'd glve ten years of my life if she
were golng along with us tomorrow.
I'd give more than that to see this
whole unhappy business patched up so
that they could start of anew. But
I'm afraid he wouldn't take It well
from me I{f 1 asked him to inelude her
In the—er—party, It's his affair, not
mine, you see. He'd be justified in
consldering me selfish in the matter.
It might seem as though I didn't care
& hang for his personal feelings and--"

“She's his wife, however,” said

lips. “She didn’t wrong him and, after
all, she's only gullty of-——well, she isn’t
gullty of anything except being a sis-
ter of the girl he wronged.”

“I'l have a talk with him Iif you
think best,” sald he, an eager gleam in
his eyes.

“And -1 with Yvonne” she sald
quickly. “You see, it's possible she s
the one to be persuaded.”

“He'll never ask her,” sald Frederic,
after a long period of reflection,

“What Is to bacome of her?” ssked
Lydia, rather bleakly.

“1 suppose she'll go away.
be the end.”

“I=1 don't think 1 could bear it
Freddy,” she said, a trace of tears In
her volece.

He swallowed hard. Then he cleared
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ever, was he In humility, consclence,
remorse; on these three treasures he
lnid the foundation for his pew for-
tune.

He spoke of the morrow without the
faintest indication in his manner that
it was to bring a crisls In his own af-
faire. His brow was clear, his aye
sparkling, his serenity undisturbed
If thera was a thougbt in his mind
of Yvonne he did not betray it by a
single outward manifestation. Hls in-
terest was centered in the two young
people and their immediate future. It
would have been easy to belleve, as
be stood there chatting gayly, Lhat
there was no one else in all the world
80 far as he was concerned. Qulite
casually he expressed regréet that poor
old Dawes and Riggs were to be left
behind, but of Yvoune not o much as
a word,

Lydia waas something of a diploma-
tist. She left father and son after a
few minutes, excusing herself on the
ground that she wished to have a good,
long chat with Yvonne. Bhe did not
delay her departura, but hurried into
the house, having rather adroitly pro-
vided Frederic with an opening for
an intercession in behalf of his lovely
stepmother. Her meaning glance was
not wasted on the young man.

He lost no time In following up the
advantage. “Bee hers, father, I don't
ke the idea of leaving Yvonne out in
the cold, so to speak. It's—Iit's pretty
darped rough, don't you think? Down
in your heart you don't blame her for
what she started out to do, and after
all she's only human. Whatever hap-
pened in the past we—well, it's all in
the past. She—"

Brood stopped him with an Impera.
tive gesture. “My son, 1 will try to
explain something to you. You may
be able to understand things better
than 1. I fell in love with her once
because an influence that was her own
overpowered me. T Wwas some-
thing of your mother in her. Bhe ad-
mits that to be trua and I now balleve
it. Well, that something—whatever it
was—Iis gone. It can never return.
She is not the same. Yvonne iz The
rese. Bhe 15 not the woman I loved
two months ago. She—"'

“Nor am I the boy you hated two
months ago,” argued Frederic. “lsn't
there a parallel to be seen there, fa-
ther? 1 am your son. She Is your
wife. You—"

“There never was a time when I
really hated you, my son. 1 tried to—
but that Is all over. We wlill not rake
up the ashea. As for my wife—well, |
have tried to hate her. It Is impossible
for me to do so. She is a wonderful
woman. But you must understand on
the other hand that I do not love her.
1 #id when she looked at me with your
mother's eyes and spoke to me with
your mother’s lips. But—she Is not
the same.”

“Give yoursell a2 chance, dad.”

“A chance? What do you mean?”

“Just this: You will come to love
her for herself if only you will let go
of yourself. You are trylng to be
bard. You—"

Again Brood (nterrupted; His face
had gone very pale and his eyes grew
dark with pain.

“You don't know what you are say-
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his son. “You've missed a good many
things, father, because you never gave
yourself a real, honest chance. —"

“We'd better drop the subject, Fred
eric," sald Brood, an abrupt change in
his manner. “There Is nothing more
to be sald. Matters have shaped them-
selves. We will not attempt to alter
them. | cannot reconstruct mysel! In
& day, my boy. And pow, let us talk
of Lydia. She—"

“All right, but bear this in mind:
Lydia loves Yvonne, and she's heart-
broken. Now we'll talk about her, if
you like."

Lydia had as little success In her
rather more tactful interview with
Yvonne. The incomprehensible cres-
ture, comfortably ensconced in the
great library couch, 1dly blew rings of
smoke toward the celling and as |dly
disposed of her future in so far as it
applled to the Immediate situation.

“Thenk you, dear. | am satisfied.
Everything has turned out as it should,
The wicked enchantress bas been
folled and virtue triumphs. Don't be
unhappy on my account, Lydia. It wiil
not be easy to say good-by to you and
Frederic, but—la, la! What are we
to do? Now, please don't speak of it
agaln. Hearts are easlly mended.
Look at my husband—al—e! He has
had his heart made over from top to
bottom—in a rough crucible, it's true,
but it's as good as new, you'll admit.
In & way, | am made over, too. | am
happier than I've ever been in my life.
I'm in love with my husband, I'm in
love with you and Frederic and | am
more than ever in love with myself,
8o there! Don't feel sorry for me, |
shall end my virtuous days In peace,
but 1 shall never sit-by-the-fire, my
dear. Tomorrow you will go away, all
of you, I shall have the supreme joy
of knowing that not one of you will
ever forget me or my deeds, good and
bad. Who knows! 1 am still young,
you know. Time has the chance to be
very kind to me before 1 die.”

That last observation lingered In
Lydia's mind Hours afterward she
thought that she had solved its mean-
ing and her heart was sore.

CHAPTER XXIV.
“! Cannot Comes to Him."”

The next day came, bright and
sweet, and as fair as a blue sky could
make it for one who looked sloft. But
eéyes are not always turned toward
the unclouded sky. There are shadows
below that elalm the vislon and the
day is bleak.

The ship was to sall at noon.

At ten o'clock the farewells were bo-
ing sald. There were tears and heart-
aches—and there was flerce rebellion
in the hearts of two of the voyagers
Yvonne had declined to go to the pler
to see them off and Brood was going
away without a word to her about the
future! That was manifest to the
anxious, soultried watchers, In si-
lonce they made thelr way out to the
waiting automobile. As Brood was
about to pass through the broad front
door, a resolute figure confronted him.
For a moment master and man stared
hard Into each other's eyes, and then,
as If obeying an inflexible command,
the former turned to glance backward
into the bhallway. Yvonne was stand
ing in the library door.

“Bahib!” sald the Hindu, and there
was strange authority in his volce
“Tell her, sahib. It is not so cruel to
tell her as it would be to go away with-
out a word. Bhe is walting to be told
that you do not want her to remain in
your home.”

Brood closed his eyes for a second,
and then strode quickly toward his
wife.

“Yvonne, they all want me to take
you along with us,” he said, his volce
shaking with the pentup emotion of
weaks,

She met his gaze calmly, almost se-
renely. "But of courss, it Is quite
impossible,” she sald. “I understand,
James.”

“It is not possible,” he sald, steady-
ing his volce with an effort.

“That I8 why | thought It would be
better to say good-by here and nol at
the pler. We must have some respect
for appearances, you know." She was
absolutely unmoved.

He searched her eyes intently, look-
ing for some sign of weakening on her
part. He did not know whether to feel
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~yet they have been true and loyal
to them."

“You—you amaze me” she cried,
watching his eyes with acute wonder
in her own. “Suppose that | should
refuse to ablde by your—what shall 1
call it

“Decision {a the word™ he supplled
grimly.

“Well—what then?"

“You will ablde by it, that's all. I
am leaving you behind without the
slightest fear for the future. This ia
your home. You will not abandon It”

“Have 1 sald that | would?

“NQ L

8he drew herself up. “Well, I shall
now tell you what I intend to do—and
have intended to do ever since 1 dis
covered that I could think for myself
and not for Matilde, 1 Intend to stay
here until you turn me out as unwor
thy, 1 love you, Jamgs, You may
leave me lLere feeling very sure of
that 1 shall go on caring for you all
the rest of my life. 1 am not telling
you this in the hope that you will say
that you have a spark of love in your
soul for me. I don't want you to say
it now, James. But as sure as there
Is & God above us you will say it to me
one day, and 1 will be justified in my
own heart.,”

“I bave loved you. There was never
in this world anything like the love I
had for you—I know it now, It was
not Matilde 1 loved when 1 held you
in my arms. 1 know It now for the
first time. [ am a man. [ loved you—
1 loved your body, your soul—"

“Enough!” she cried out sharply. "1
wae playing at love then. Now I love
in earnest. You've never known love
such as I can really give. 1 know you
well, too. You love nobly—and with-
out end, Of late | have come to be-
lleve that Matilde could have won out
against your—your folly If she had
been stronger, less consclous of the
pain she felt. If she bad stood her
ground—here, against you, you would
have been conguered, But she did not
have the strenglh to stand and fight
a8 1 would have fought. Today I love
my sister none the less, but 1 no
longer fight to avenge her wrongs. 1
am here to fight for myself. You may
go away thinking that I am a traltor
to her, but you will take with you the
conviction that I am honest, and that
is the foundation for my clalm against
you"

“I know you are not a traltor to her
eause, You are its lifelong supporter.
You have done more for Matllde
tm_ll

“Than Matilde could have done for
herself? 'Isn't'that true? 1 have forced
you to confess that you loved her for
twenty-five years with all your soul.
1 have done my duty for her. Now 1
am beginning to take myself into ao-
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“Within thess rour walle,” sald he
and his face was very white.

“Is that your sentenue?®”

“Call it that if you llke, Therese”

“Do you mean that I am not to
put foot outside of these premises?”
she asked, wideeyed, He nodded his
head. "My keepers? Who are they
to be? The old men of the sea—"

“Your keeper will be the thing you
call Love,” sald he.

“Do you expect me to submit to
this—"

He held up his hand. “I expect you
to remain here untll I return, Therese.
1 did not intend to Impose this condi-
tion upon you by word of mouth. |
was golng away without & word, but
you would have received from Mr.
Dawes a sealed envelope as soon as
the ship sailed. It contains this ver
dict in writing. He will hand it to you,
of course, but now that you know the
contents it will not be necesary to—"

“And when you do come back am
I to hope for sométhing more than
your pardon and & release?” she cried,
with fine irony In her volce,

“1 will not promise anything,” sald
he, slowly.

She drew a long breath and there
was the light of triumph in her eyes.
Laying her slim hand on his arm, she
sald: “l am content, James. 1 am sure
of you now. You will find me here
when you choose to come back, be It
in one year or twenty. Now go, my
man! They are waiting for you, Be
kind to them, poor souls, and tell them
all that you have just told me. It will
make them happy. They love me, you
see,”

“Yes, they do love you," sald he, put-
ting his hands upon her shoulders.
They smiled Into each other's eyes.
“Good-by, Therese, 1 will return.”

“Good-by, James. No, do not kisa
me, It would be mockery. Good luck
and—God speed you home agein”
Their hands met In a warm, firm clasp.
“I will go with you as far as the door
of my prison.”

From the open door she smiled out
upon the young people in the motor
and waved her handkerchlef in gay
farewell. Then she closed the door
and walked slowly down the hallway
to the big library. She was alone In
the house save for the servants, The
old men had preceded the voyagers to
the pler. Standing In the center of
the room, she surveyed this particular
cell in her prison with & sort of calm
diedain,

“He has taken the only way to con-
quer himsell," she mused, half aloud.
“He s & wise man—a very wise man.
I might have expected this of him."

She pulled the bell cord, and Jones,
who had just re-entered the house,
came at once to the room.

“Yes, madam."”

“When Mr, Dawes and Mr. Riggs re-
turn from the ship, tell them that I
shall expect them to have luncheon
with me, That's all, thank you."

“Yes, madam.”

“By the way, Jones, you may always
set the table for three.”

Jones blinked. It was a most un-
usual order. He bhad been trying to
screw up his courage to inquire what
his mistresa’ plans were for the im-
medlate future—whether she intended
tc travel sbould he dismiss the serv-
ants, would she spend the heated term
in the mountains, ete, ete. He, as
well as the rest of the servants, won-
dered why the master's wife had been
left behind. Her instructions, there-
fore, to lay three places at the table
tock him completely by surprise—
“knoocked the breath out of him,"” as

A cold, blustery lllatt in January,
six months after
Yvonne's voluntary m the
prison 1w which her husband had com-
mitted her. In the blg lbrary,
the
had

two
that heralded
new
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She's never bhad a hne from him)
Maybe this Is something at last.”

“What puzzies me Is that she alwaym
seems disappointed when there's noth-
ing In the post frcm him, and here's
& eablegram that might be the very
thing she's looking for and she pays
no attention to It. It certainly beats
me."

“You know what puzzies mé more
than anything else? I've sald It &
hundred times. 8he never goes outside
this house—except in the garden—day
or night. You'd think she was an In-
valld—or afraid of detectives or some-
thing llke that Geod knows she aln't
& slck woman, [ never saw a healthler
one, Rain or shine, winter or summer
she walks up and down that courtyard
till you'd think she'd wear a path In
the stones, Eats like a soldier, laughs
like a kid, and I'll bot she sleeps like
one, she's so fresh and bright-eyed in
the morning.”

"Well, I've got this to say, Joe
Riggs: she has been uncommonly de-
cent to you after the way you used
to treat her when she first came here.
Bhe's made you feel everlastingly
ashamed of your ldiotie behavior—"

“l beg your pardon, Danbury,” ex-
claimed Mr. Riggs, striking the table
with his bony knuckles so violently
that the books and magazines bounced
into the air. “Don't you aver say any-
thing lke that agaln to me IU'n
against the rules for me to call you a
scoundrelly lar or I'd do it lo a sec:
ond.”

“For your sake, sir, I'm glad it's
against the rules,” sald Mr. Dawes,
flercely. “I'm mighty glad.”

Mr, Riggs allowed a sheeplsh grin
to steal over his wrinkled visage. “I
apologize, Danbury.”

“And so do 1" sald his friend, where-
upon they shook hands with great con
diality—as they did at least a domen
times a day since the beginning of the
new regime,

"She's the finest, lovellest woman on
earth,” sald Mr. Riggs.

“I never knew 1 could be so happy
as I've been during the past six
months. Why, this house is like a bird
cage filled with canarles, | some
times feel like singing my head off—
and as for whistling! 1 haven't whis-
tled for years till now, I—"

“Sh!" hissed Mr. Riggs, suddenly
backing away from the table and try-
ing to affect an unconcerned examina-
tion of & worn spot ln the rug.

Mrs. Brood was descending the
stairs, lightly, eagerly. In another in-
stant she entered the room.

“How nlee the fire looks,” she cried,
crossing the room. Never had she
been more radlantly, seductively beau-
tiful than at this very Instant. “My
cablegram—where s it?”

The old men made a simultaneous
dash for the longneglected envelope.
Mr. Dawes, being fat and aggressive,
succeeded in being the first to elutch
it In his eager fingers.

“Better read it, Mrs. Brood" he
panted, thrusting It Into her hand.
“Maybe it's bad news,"”

Bhe regarded him with one of her
most mysterious gmiles. *“No, my
friend, it 15 not bad news. It is good
news. It is from my husband."”

“But you baven't read it,” gasped
Mr. Riggs.

“Ah, but I know, just the same.” She
deliberately slit the envelope with &
slim finger and held it out to them.
“Read it If you lke."

They solemnly shook their heads,
too amazed for words. She unfolded
the sheet and sent her eyes swiftly
over the printed contents. Then, to
their further stupefaction she pressed
the bit of paper to her red lips. Her
eyea flashed like diamonds,

“Listen! Here I8 what it says:
‘Come by the first steamer. 1 want
you to come to me, Therese.! And seel
1t is signed ‘Your husband.*

“Hurray!"” shouted the two old men.

“But,” she sald, shaking her head
slowly, “1 shall not obey.”

“What! You—you won't go!™
gasped Mr. Riggs.
“Neo!" she cried, the ring tri-
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